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Remedy 
by SilverStark 


Summary 


Looking down at the child-bearing pill now, Mo Ran’s guilt was as painful as his grief. Both 
feelings were only an aftertaste to the flood of longing. This was a desire so pure and deep 
that not even the Eight-Sufferings-Long-Hatred Flower had been able to strangle it. 


Post-canon sequel in which Chu Wanning and Mo Ran remedy a wrong from their past lives 
and navigate their shared second chance at happiness. 


Ilepexmay, yKpaincpKoro Enita Koptc: https://t.co/eWKDVPinFJ 


Notes 


CHOSE NOT TO USE ARCHIVE WARNINGS for canon-typical past abuse, past rape, past 
character death. Also warnings for series-specific things like past non-consensual body 
modification, past miscarriage, past forced pregnancy. 


First, I want to deeply thank 2bunlords for all her support! She encouraged me, gave me 
advice, read through for typos, and asked me questions that kept my creative energy flowing. 
I would not have written this without you! 


Also thank you to everyone who commented on, gave kudos, and otherwise took the time to 
give feedback for "Sanguine." Every notification email convinced me that yes, people do 
want to read more of this! ^-^ <3 


Ilepexmay, yKpaincpKoro Enita Koptc: https://t.co/eWKDVPinFJ 


IIpodins kopuctysaya Enita Koptc : https://t.co/aUyTCStlPl 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Mo Ran was searching through Taxian-Jun’s secret stash of belongings for some trinket, 
which Sect Leader Ma claimed he had stolen. These petty squabbles were common: Taxian- 
Jun resented Sect Leader Ma’s greedy business dealings with Chu Wanning’s Night 
Guardians. Mo Ran was not feeling overly distressed, aside from a little dismay at the 
embarrassment he’d caused Chu Wanning, until he found the elegantly-decorated box from 
Xuanyuan Pavilion. 


He hadn’t bothered to look closely at the packaging in his past life. He had been in too much 
of a rush to force it into Chu Wanning’s body. 


Looking down at the child-bearing pill now, Mo Ran’s guilt was as painful as his grief. Both 
feelings were only an aftertaste to the flood of longing. This was a desire so pure and deep 
that not even the Eight-Sufferings-Long-Hatred Flower had been able to strangle it. Just like 
Mo Ran's love for Chu Wanning, this wish had persisted in its twisted form. Just like Mo 
Ran's love for Chu Wanning, this wish had become a glowing, singing, living force in his 
heart once he was free of the flower's effects. 


But unlike Mo Ran's love for Chu Wanning, this particular wish could not come true. Even 
Taxian-Jun knew it could not be: The bag contained a dated note from an auction long ago, 
and Taxian-Jun had not said a word to Chu Wanning yet. He could not. It was the same 
reason Mo Ran could not ask Chu Wanning to marry him again. As much as Mo Ran wished 
they had a sincere, respectful ceremony to remember, he knew he had already tainted those 
promises with contempt and force and cruelty. He did not have the face to ask Chu Wanning 
to relive those humiliations. 


This box from Xuanyuan Pavilion represented the pinnacle of the humiliation and pain Mo 
Ran had inflicted on Chu Wanning. Taxian-Jun had used Chu Wanning’s body like an oyster 
from which Taxian-Jun could extract a pearl. When that pearl had been smashed, Taxian-Jun 
had whirled around his palace in a murderous rage and thought himself grievously, 
devastatingly, wronged. 


Meanwhile Chu Wanning, frail and still healing from both his illness and the miscarriage, had 
silently endured his grief. Taxian-Jun had thought him relieved. He had been cruel. Then Chu 
Wanning had died in the snow of Taxue Palace. 


Mo Ran needed to burn the child-bearing pill, or throw it in the sea. 


Just as Mo Ran was attempting to stuff the box back in the Xuanyuan Pavilion bag with 
trembling hands, he heard a swish of fabric behind him. Mo Ran startled so badly that he 
dropped the box. 


“Mo Ran, what is taking so long?” 


Mo Ran hid the Xuanyuan Pavilion bag in his sleeve as Chu Wanning swept over. 

Chu Wanning paused before him, eyes widening, and asked, “Why are you crying?” 

Mo Ran hastily wiped at his face and attempted to push the box out of sight with his heel. 
“It’s nothing. He used a protective spell-” 


Of course Chu Wanning noticed the motion and ignored Mo Ran’s attempt at a lie. He picked 
up the box. 


Like Mo Ran, he went still as he read the writing on it. Like Mo Ran, he then seemed stabbed 
through by the grief. They were both silent. Mo Ran reached out to try to take the box from 
him. 


He spoke at the same time as Chu Wanning: 
“Pm sorry.” 


Mo Ran’s fingers slid off the box as Chu Wanning drew it away from Mo Ran’s grasp. Mo 
Ran did not know what that meant and did not have any space in his mind to make sense of 
it. His heart ached to have, once again, heard his beloved apologizing to him. 


“How can it be you that is apologizing?” Mo Ran asked wearily. 
“T couldn’t protect them,” Chu Wanning said. 


Mo Ran was so struck that he could only stare a moment. He had only asked a rhetorical 
question. He had never expected Chu Wanning's swift, pained response. It sounded like a 
confession. Like he had held onto this guilt for too long. Mo Ran stared at his beloved, his 
savior, his Wanning, and he could do nothing but kneel in remorse. 


“You did nothing wrong. It was all my fault. I had no right to begin with. And, having forced 
it on you, I didn’t listen when you told me- when you told me-” 


Chu Wanning was attempting to pull Mo Ran up by his arms. Since that failed, he knelt too. 
“You were enslaved,” he whispered, for the hundredth time. ‘“Your mind was not clear.” 
Mo Ran laughed through another surge of tears. 


“Were you not enslaved too? Yet you tried to protect them with everything you had. If I had 
given you even a chance-” 


He had thought it through over and over again. Even if the Eight-Sufferings-Long-Hatred 
Flower would not allow him to love Chu Wanning, it shouldn’t have made him so stupid. He 
could have named Chu Wanning Empress as soon as he knew he was pregnant. He could 
have listened to Chu Wanning’s advice and not made his powerless concubine a rival to his 
Empress. He could have set up a plan in case one of the many assassination attempts 
incapacitated him. He could have made it clear to his palace that he valued Chu Wanning, 


and that he would not tolerate seeing Chu Wanning treated poorly. He could have assigned 
Chu Wanning his own protective force, instead of prison guards. 


He had done none of those things. Taxian-Jun, the most powerful and feared man in the 
cultivation world, had not been able to protect his precious child. 


Or, it would be more accurate to say that he had let them die, out of hatred and pride and 
stupidity. 


Mo Ran was brought back to the present by Chu Wanning’s touch on his face. He swallowed 
and lowered his head, gently avoiding that bit of comfort before pulling Chu Wanning into 
his arms. 


“Don’t think of me. You were the one who suffered. You’re the one who had to rely on only 
yourself.” 


“Mo Ran,” Chu Wanning whispered. 


Mo Ran said desperately, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I put you through that. I’m sorry I left you 
alone.” 


Chu Wanning was trembling now. His hands curled into the fabric over Mo Ran’s back and 
he swallowed hard before speaking. 


“I didn’t pay attention,” Chu Wanning said, his sorrow and regret piercing Mo Ran worse 
than any accusation. “I didn’t notice the spell.” 


Mo Ran rubbed frantically at his back in a wordless attempt to disagree and offer comfort at 
the same time. 


“You were incapacitated! You were sick and powerless and you didn’t even have spiritual 
energy,” Mo Ran argued. 


He fought to soften his voice as he felt Chu Wanning shrink deeper against him. 


“Don’t feel guilty,” Mo Ran pleaded. “You gave them all the protection and comfort they 
ever experienced.” 


He hesitated, and though the regret threatened to close up his throat, he added, “You gave 
them all of the love they ever experienced.” 


Chu Wanning stiffened slightly in his arms. 


“T loved them too,” Mo Ran said, “but what good did my love do for them? What good would 
it have done if...” 


If the child had been born. Mo Ran could not say it. Selfishly, he could not wish for it. 


Chu Wanning knew what he had been about to say. He drew out of Mo Ran's embrace to 
glare at him with tears in his eyes. 


"Mo Weiyu!" 


Mo Ran closed his eyes and explained. "If our child was as good as you, I would have 
destroyed them, too. The only hope for them would be for you to run away with them...” 


He didn't say, 'or if you killed me.' It was too cruel a thing to say to the man who had given 
everything in two lifetimes to keep Mo Ran safe. 


“...but I would never have let you go." 


Chu Wanning did not dispute that point. When Mo Ran opened his eyes, Chu Wanning was 
looking at him in a thoughtful, measuring way. Mo Ran gave him a smile and reached over to 
wipe away Chu Wanning's tears as gently as he could. Chu Wanning allowed it. He gazed at 
him all the while. Mo Ran let the silence be. 


Finally, Chu Wanning said, "You never answered me. Why did you want this?" 
Mo Ran flinched. 
"It doesn't matter." 


Chu Wanning just looked at him, waiting. Mo Ran swallowed and ran his thumb over the 
point of Chu Wanning's cheekbone. Chu Wanning was healthy and strong now. Happy. But 
Mo Ran remembered how thin he had gotten in those last days. Mo Ran had tortured him in 
body, mind, and spirit. He owed him an explanation. 


"I just...I just wanted a child. With you. Your child," he emphasized, feeling a hot swell of 
agony at the loss again. "I imagined...I imagined a child with your eyes and my strength. Or 
your intelligence and my...I thought of it as courage back then." 


Mo Ran hurried to clarify what he meant. If there was anything Chu Wanning lacked, it was 
not courage. 


"But I was wrong! The truth is you have too much courage and I," he admitted, a pang of 
guilt making him stutter and look away from Chu Wanning's cold, clear eyes, "-I used your 
courage and selflessness to hurt you. I didn't want anyone to be able to hurt them." 


What a joke. He had not even protected their child long enough to allow them to be born. 


Mo Ran desperately blinked away tears. This wasn't about him. Compared to Chu Wanning, 
what had he suffered? 


"I tried not think about the reasons back then. I just knew I wanted them. I didn't care what it 
cost or how much I hurt you." 


Chu Wanning exhaled as if releasing some tension. Mo Ran bowed his head. 


"Wanning...Shizun...I'm sorry." 


No matter how many times he said it, it would never be enough. It would never undo even a 
moment of the pain he had inflicted on Chu Wanning. 


"Stop apologizing," Chu Wanning said. 
"Mn," Mo Ran acknowledged. 


Chu Wanning had set the box down at his side when he had knelt with Mo Ran. Now he ran 
his fingertips over the lid. It was unlike him to fidget. Mo Ran took that hand and kissed it 
before meeting Chu Wanning's eyes. 


"I will never hurt you or force you again. Forget about this. I will destroy that pill. Or if you 
prefer, we can donate it. Sect Leader Ma can-" 


Chu Wanning's fingers twitched in Mo Ran's palm. He lowered his lashes and spoke quietly. 
"No." 


Mo Ran nodded. Of course he did not want anyone to know that Mo Ran had procured such a 
thing. 


"Then I will destroy it privately. You don't need to worry about it." 


He reached for the box as he spoke, but before he could even touch it, Chu Wanning's deft 
hands had snatched it off the ground. 


"No," Chu Waning repeated, his lashes still lowered. 


Mo Ran stared. Chu Wanning was holding the box against his chest with both arms. Just like 
Xia Sini holding his little jar. 


"No?" he asked dumbly. 


Chu Wanning's jaw clenched. Mo Ran saw sparks under those eyelashes and knew he had 
misunderstood again. 


"Shizun," he murmured, a little pleadingly. 

Chu Wanning exhaled in frustration and got to his feet. 
"I will confiscate this," he said coldly. 

"Okay," Mo Ran agreed. 


Mo Ran understood. Chu Wanning had probably not made up his mind on whether to destroy 
it or donate it yet, and he did not want to mar his dignity by saying so. Chu Wanning was so 
very generous. As much as he suffered due to the child-bearing pill in that box, he knew that 
there were many people who would treasure it if he were to discreetly arrange for it to be 
gifted to them. 


"Get up. I need you to go into town and buy me more parts. For the Night Guardians. It's 
urgent." 


Mo Ran recognized that Chu Wanning needed to change the subject now. He got to his feet 
without further prompting. 


"Okay, but Shizun..." 
"What?" he snapped, glaring a challenge. 


Mo Ran looked at him pleadingly. He really did not want to defy Chu Wanning's wishes, it 
was just... 


"What about Sect Leader Ma?" 


Chu Wanning paused. It seemed he had entirely forgotten about Sect Leader Ma. Mo Ran 
didn't even have it in him to be amused. He was too relieved to see the tension leave Chu 
Wanning when he saw that Mo Ran did not intend to continue the conversation about the 
child-bearing pill. 


"I can tell him I'll deliver the- thing I stole later, if it's urgent," he offered. 
Chu Wanning nodded. 
Then he said, "No. Find the- the thing you stole first." 


Neither of them remembered what that thing was. Mo Ran would have to ask Sect Leader Ma 
without Chu Wanning noticing. 


"Okay," Mo Ran said. 


Chu Wanning then strode out of the room without another glance at him. Mo Ran watched 
him go, wistful and a little confused about why Chu Wanning had left. Mo Ran had really 
tried to be good... 


He sighed and went out to talk to Sect Leader Ma. 


Chapter End Notes 


I really wanted to name this fic "Wan Ning" after reading this Twitter post by 
@haitangblossoms about what Chu Wanning's name means. It's such a beautiful idea! I 
love that author Meatbun worked such poetry into their names. Sadly it just doesn't work 
as well for the title of a fic written in English, and anyway I wanted more of a thematic 
connection to the first story's title. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Content Warning for Taxian-Jun!RanWan-typical non-consensual tying each other up 
but like it's almost cute I swear. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chu Wanning put the Xuanyuan Pavilion box in a qiankun bag that he had enchanted with 
protective spells, right next to the little pouch that contained his and Mo Ran's hair. 


He wanted to know why Taxian-Jun had acquired it. He wanted to be sure. But, to bring up 
the subject was beyond him. Mo-zongshi surely did not know either: he had seemed surprised 
to find the pill. 


He became anxious as the hour approached when Taxian-Jun's consciousness would return. 
Mo Ran noticed but misunderstood. He stroked Chu Wanning's hair. 


"If I bully you in my other form, you don't need to hold back. Just seal me with Thousand 
Coffins all day." 


Chu Wanning narrowed his eyes at Mo Ran's choice of the word 'bully.' This disciple of his 
really was shamelessly arrogant. 


"Are we so idle that we can waste a day like that ? If you are impertinent, I will send you out 
of the house so you can be of use." 


Mo Ran smiled. "Shizun is right. Then I hope Shizun won't need to send me away." 


Chu Wanning had set up a spell to warn them when Mo Ran was soon to change 
consciousnesses. This was partially to prevent the repetition of a few awkward incidents, but 
mostly, it was so that they could reduce Mo Ran's disorientation upon changing 
consciousnesses. The alarm gave them time to find somewhere they could have a private 
conversation. 


They rarely bothered when they were alone or at home. However, Chu Wanning was feeling 
particularly anxious about the conversation to come. When the alarm sounded today, he took 
Mo Ran's hand and led him to the bedroom without thinking about it. 


He only realized his need for privacy might be misinterpreted when they reached the 
bedroom and Chu Wanning noticed Mo Ran's intent expression. 


He raised his chin despite the blush he could feel coloring his face. 


"I need to speak to your other consciousness." 

"Mn," Mo Ran said, his pupils widening as his eyes fell on Chu Wanning's neck. 
"Behave," Chu Wanning admonished. 

"Yes, Shizun." Then he sighed. "Wanning, I will miss you." 


He kissed Chu Wanning's forehead and closed his eyes. When his eyes opened again, it was 
Taxian-Jun looking at him. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning greeted. 


Taxian-Jun grinned at Chu Wanning and pounced on him like an overeager and poorly- 
behaved dog, pinning him to the bed with his weight and his affectionate sincerity both. 


"So kind of you to arrange for us to be alone," Mo Ran said in between nibbling kisses. "Did 
Wanning miss this Venerable One?" 


As usual, he prevented Chu Wanning from answering. He tangled their tongues and slid a 
knee between Chu Wanning's legs as he began to untie his belt sash. Chu Wanning pressed a 
hand against his chest. As if to push him away, or as if to feel his heartbeat. 


Mo Ran's movements slowed. He released Chu Wanning's mouth in favor of biting at the spot 
where his jaw met his neck. Chu Wanning had opened his mouth to speak. Instead, he gasped 
at the sensation and felt Mo Ran smile against his skin. Chu Wanning shut his mouth and 
swallowed. 


"Hm? Do you have anything to say?" he teased. 


His hands slid from his waist to his hips, parting Chu Wanning's robes as they went. Chu 
Wanning's free hand grabbed one of Mo Ran's. 


"Wait." 
"I've waited," he argued, still amused. 


Chu Wanning opened his mouth again. Mo Ran, the scoundrel, took the opportunity to stroke 
Chu Wanning's half-hard cock. Chu Wanning couldn't hold back the whine. He shut his 
mouth again as a delighted Mo Ran swooped down to gnaw at his neck and remove the rest 
of their clothing. 


Chu Wanning wavered. Mo Ran's desire was the inexhaustible river he'd never been able to 
resist. He had spent two lifetimes trying, whether it was from sorrow, or shame, or guilt, or a 
simple instinctive fear. The truth was that he wasn't afraid of drowning. He was afraid of the 
fire that burned within his own chest. Chu Wanning's desire for Mo Ran had never gone out 
even in their coldest moments. 


Only Taxian-Jun's reminder, that their time was limited, gave Chu Wanning the courage to 
grit his teeth and shove against Mo Ran's shoulder. Mo Ran was surprised enough to allow it, 


though he did tense when Chu Wanning flipped them and glared down at him. 
"Baobei, what's wrong?" he asked. 

He wasn't too worried to grab Chu Wanning's hips again. Scoundrel. 

"Mo Ran, I..." 

"Hm?" 

"You want to ride me?" Mo Ran asked with another grin. 


Chu Wanning closed his eyes so he wouldn't be looking at that confident smirk with its 
uneven dimples. 


"No, I- there's something we need to discuss." 
"Mn?" 


Mo Ran's hands were sliding down Chu Wanning's hips. Chu Wanning gripped his shoulders 
repressively, a decision which unfortunately brought their bodies closer. Mo Ran's eyes 
glinted with triumph and Chu Wanning knew his patience was at an end. 


"The child-bearing pill," he gasped. 


Mo Ran's expression changed immediately. First, he was surprised. Then his face went pale 
with fear. He brought his arms up around Chu Wanning, one around his waist and another 
over his shoulder, as if to hold him close. Then he caught himself, swallowed, and relaxed his 
grip with such reluctance that he seemed almost pained. He couldn't quite make himself let 
go, and he could not meet Chu Wanning's eyes. 


Chu Wanning had not expected such trepidation. He sighed. 


Chu Wanning really wanted to kiss Mo Ran or stroke his hair so that he would stop looking 
so afraid. But if they did not use this opportunity to talk about the subject, he did not know if 
he would have the courage to bring it up again. 


Mo Ran mistook Chu Wanning's sigh for an expression of impatience. 
gs sig p p 


"I was going to dispose of it," Mo Ran said, so nervous that he forgot to say 'this Venerable 
One.' 


It was the same response Mo-zongshi had given. Chu Wanning fought a flare of irritation. 
"Why?" 
Mo Ran misunderstood. "Why did I obtain it?" 


Chu Wanning did not correct him. This was also a question he had meant to ask, after all. 


Mo Ran lifted his chin haughtily and seemed about to reply, but he faltered when Chu 
Wanning narrowed his eyes in warning. If Mo Ran dared to say ‘just playing around"... 


Mo Ran did not dare. He snapped his mouth shut and frowned instead. Chu Wanning thought 
that, for once, his husband was as nervous about speaking as himself. 


They stared each other down, Mo Ran desperately and obviously searching for a plausible lie. 
Chu Wanning had no doubt that he would find one. Mo Ran was very clever with words. 


"Did you change your mind?" Chu Wanning asked coldly. 
"Yes," Taxian-Jun confirmed immediately. 


Chu Wanning felt like he'd been doused in cold water. The little spark of anxious hope went 
out under the deluge. He turned his eyes away from Mo Ran and tried to get his hands off of 
his body before any of his foolish heartache showed on his face. 


"Wait! Did this Venerable One offend?" Mo Ran demanded. 


Chu Wanning ignored him and tried to push off the bed. Mo Ran tightened his hold on his 
waist and rolled him onto his back before reaching behind the headboard. Chu Wanning was 
angry enough to summon Tianwen. However, when he raised his arm, Mo Ran wound a 
length of rope around his wrist. The spiritual energy in Chu Wanning's body fizzled out. 
Immortal-binding rope. 


Chu Wanning tried to buck Mo Ran off, but Mo Ran was heavier and broader than him. He 
held him down easily until both of Chu Wanning's wrists were tied with the Immortal- 
Binding Rope. 


"Let me go," he said, furious. 
"No," Mo Ran said. 


He checked the sturdiness of the knots and the tightness of the rope on Chu Wanning's skin 
before resettling his weight so that he wasn't pressing down on Chu Wanning's chest. 


"Tell this Venerable One what he did wrong." 

Chu Wanning glared. 

Mo Ran sighed. 

"Baobei, I misspoke. Let this Venerable One explain." 


Chu Wanning did not want to ask and was not interested in hearing whatever lie Mo Ran had 
invented. And yet, somehow, his lips parted to ask anyway, as if Mo Ran's absurd endearment 
had softened him. He had to bite down on his lips to suppress the impulse. Mo Ran's eyes 
lingered on the motion for a moment. Taxian-Jun's consciousness was usually easy to 


distract. Chu Wanning almost wished that he would lose focus so they could end this painful, 
horrid conversation. However, Mo Ran swallowed and met Chu Wanning's eyes. 


"This Venerable One remembers," Mo Ran said. "Guyueye cheated me with that pill. 
After...after, your body was so damaged you were unable to conceive again. There is no need 
to trouble you so in this life." 


He was stroking Chu Wanning's hip as if soothing him, or as if he were trying to soothe 
himself. He watched Chu Wanning's face closely after he offered his explanation. Chu 
Wanning knew he was only hoping for a softening of his anger. 


If only Chu Wanning's reaction could be so simple. As Mo Ran watched his face, the hand 
stroking Chu Wanning's hip slowed and then stopped. 


"Wanning," he coaxed, "Tell me what you're thinking." 


Chu Wanning pressed his lips together in frustration and chagrin. There was no way to hide 
his emotions, lying beneath Mo Ran like this. Mo Ran had surely seen the flash of guilt in his 
eyes and was now set on prying the truth out of him. 


He knew it was only a matter of time before Mo Ran succeeded. And so, he confessed. 
"The pill worked as intended," he said. 

Mo Ran paused for a moment. Chu Wanning continued before Mo Ran could respond. 
"I found a way to reverse the effects." 

Mo Ran frowned. "But...you still had-" 


"I controlled the reversal so that you would not notice," Chu Wanning explained with 
grouchy embarrassment. 


Mo Ran's confusion cleared. He met Chu Wanning's eyes with an unreadable expression. 
Then something flickered across his eyes. Chu Wanning thought it looked sad, or tired, but it 
was too quick for him to be sure. Mo Ran covered it with a smile. 


"As expected of the Beidou Immortal," he praised. 

Chu Wanning stared, trying to see past the smiling mask. 
"Did that doctor lie to me, then?" 

"Possibly." 


Mo Ran paused. "And...and your body's weakness after. It was because you were putting 
spiritual energy into the reversal spell." 


"Mn " 


Mo Ran began stroking Chu Wanning's hip again, though in a distracted manner. 


"Regardless. You do not need to worry," Mo Ran muttered. "This Venerable One...would not 
wish to make you unhappy." 


Chu Wanning paused. Of course he knew that that was true. It was only that Taxian-Jun was 
never so open about it. Mo Ran glanced at his face and smiled before leaning down to kiss 
him. 


"Let us forget about this matter, then. This Venerable One will not force it on you, and you 
could reverse it even if I tried," Mo Ran said. 


This was as close as Taxian-Jun could bring himself to asking forgiveness. He dropped kisses 
on his lips and along his jawline like a puppy dog gently licking his master's hand, taking 
peeks at Chu Wanning's face to see if he would choose to accept the apology. 


Chu Wanning considered it, and then lifted his bound hands so that they blocked his face 
from Mo Ran's. Mo Ran had very kindly left a stretch of rope between his wrists like a chain 
between manacles. 


"Untie me." 

"Will you be good if I do?" 

Chu Wanning insistently lifted them closer to Mo Ran's face. 
"Promise to be good and this Venerable One will-" 


Chu Wanning moved quickly, flicking his hands over Mo Ran's head and then crossed his 
wrists in front of Mo Ran's neck so that the rope formed a simple knot. Mo Ran's eyes 
widened in shock and he instinctively drew upon his spiritual power. 


It was as Chu Wanning had hoped. He had reached for his own spiritual power at the same 
time. The Immortal-Binding Rope was not able to withstand the spiritual energy of two 
cultivators of their calibre: It crumbled into fine ash as if lightning had gone through it. 


Chu Wanning wound Tianwen around Mo Ran and flipped him onto his back. Mo Ran was 
too stunned to make any immediate attempts at countering him. His expression was so miffed 
that Chu Wanning had to remind himself that it had been Mo Ran who had tied him up first. 


"Why did you buy the child-bearing pill again?" Chu Wanning asked. 
Tianwen glowed. Mo Ran trembled and pressed his lips together, but he didn't resist for long. 
"I want to have a baby with you- a baby that's made from both of us." 


Chu Wanning released a sense of tension he didn't realize he still felt. Mo Ran began 
struggling to free himself from Tianwen as soon as its interrogative effects had released him. 


"Wanning," he complained. "This Venerable One never lied about that. Why are you so 
suspicious of-" 


Chu Wanning ignored his yelps. He took a deep breath and asked, "Why did you change your 
mind?" 


Mo Ran stiffened as Tianwen glowed again. He made a real effort this time, sweat beading on 
his forehead. Finally, he growled and gave in. 


"I didn't! I didn't change my mind. I still want a baby with you. I want you to carry it. I want 
to make you pregnant, and I want our baby to grow in you so that it is kind and smart and 
good like you. So that it always knows what it's like to be loved by you." 


Chu Wanning was stunned. 


He stared with wide eyes and a thumping heartbeat. He didn't know what to say, how to 
respond to this onslaught. Before he could pull himself together, Mo Ran winced and began 
speaking once more. 


"But I can't ask that of you. I'm afraid you won't be able to protect them from me. I wanted 
our baby in your last lifetime too, and I still managed to be the reason he died! I practically 
killed our baby myself!" 


He shut his mouth again, but his body was shuddering and his eyes glimmering. Chu 
Wanning's stomach turned, seeing that expression on Mo Ran's face and knowing he had 
caused it. He hastily called Tianwen back and then stood a moment before kneeling beside 
Mo Ran. Mo Ran curled up and stopped fighting the tears. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning murmured in horrible, guilty regret. 


He knew Mo Ran felt responsible for what happened to their child. But Mo-zongshi's 
consciousness seemed to blame himself more for his inaction and for the way he treated Chu 
Wanning. He didn't condemn himself so completely over their child's death. 


"I am sorry," Taxian-Jun cried. "I never wanted-" 
"I know," Chu Wanning said. 
"I should have-" 


Chu Wanning could not hold back any longer. He threw himself onto Mo Ran to stop his 
words with a kiss. Mo Ran had not expected it. He awkwardly parted his knees to let Chu 
Wanning slide closer into an embrace, and the two slumped in a trembling heap while Mo 
Ran cried. 


Chu Wanning murmured repeatedly and incoherently that it was not his fault, that he had 
been suffering the effects of the Eight-Sufferings-Long-Hatred Flower, that he shouldn’t 
blame himself. Mo Ran did not reply. Taxian-Jun was not able to accept the flower’s role as 
easily as Mo-zongshi did, perhaps because he had lived with its effects much longer. Mo- 
zongshi’s consciousness had gotten to travel the world and experience it with love and 


warmth in his heart for eight years. Taxian-Jun’s consciousness had spent those same eight 
years as a lonely reanimated corpse. His scars went much deeper. 


Finally, Mo Ran spoke. 


"Wanning," Mo Ran said, his voice a little hoarse after the tears. "You were right to reverse 
the child-bearing pill’s effects. I do not blame you." 


Chu Wanning pressed his lips together in the darkness, head nestled against Mo Ran's neck. 
Mo Ran sounded resigned, just like Mo-zongshi's voice when he confessed he thought their 
child would only have suffered if they had been born. Perhaps Taxian-Jun's consciousness 
thought that Chu Wanning had reversed the child-bearing pill's effects because he shared that 
opinion. 


It was true that Chu Wanning had not wanted to conceive again. The circumstances back then 
were dire. Neither Mo Ran nor Chu Wanning were capable of protecting their child. Whether 
the baby was killed in his body like the first one, or whether they were assassinated after they 
were born, Chu Wanning knew the world would not allow a child of Taxian-Jun and Chu-fei 
to live. 


But that was after. 


Mo Ran felt his growing tension and rubbed a hand over his back. The gentle gesture only 
weakened Chu Wanning's resistance to voicing the desolate truth. 


The truth was, as selfish as it was... 
"I wanted our child too," he whispered. 


He said it selfishly. He said it hoping that it wasn't selfish, that Mo Ran wanted what he 
wanted. He was not sure if it would alleviate Mo Ran's guilt and regret, over having forced 
Chu Wanning, or make it worse, since be blamed himself for their child's death. 


He said it thinking less of the past, and more about that box nestled in the pocket of his robes. 
Their future. 


Mo Ran's hand paused. Chu Wanning swallowed with a new fear. In their past lives, Taxian- 
Jun had not believed him. He had accused Chu Wanning of being glad that their child had 
died. 


Mo-zongshi knew that Chu Wanning had mourned their child. But what of Taxian-Jun? 


Chu Wanning trembled at the memory of Taxian-Jun's vicious grief. He had fucked him while 
asking "did you think your body would get to be clean again? Do you think now that he's 
gone-" He had alternated between fucking him for days at a time, proclaiming that he would 
get him pregnant again; and abandoning Chu Wanning for days at a time, as if he could not 
stand to look at him. As if, finally, Mo Ran really had grown to hate his Chu-fei. 


"I know...you thought..." Chu Wanning tried, voice shaking. 


Mo Ran crushed him closer. 
"Wanning," he said. 


He kissed the back of Chu Wanning's head, since Chu Wanning could not bear to take his 
face from its shelter against Mo Ran's skin. His eyes were prickling. 


"Wanning," Mo Ran said, gentler. "I saw you grieving. I was so ashamed that I told myself it 
couldn't be true. That you were secretly glad. That it was only the child-bearing pill’s side- 
effects making you weak." 


Mo Ran's words were so painful that Chu Wanning felt something shattering in his chest. He 
curled his body tighter in an instinctive response to the agony. Mo Ran's arms also became 
tighter around him, as if he knew that he was shattering and was trying to help hold him 
together. 


"It was only my cowardice," Mo Ran whispered. "I know you mourned. I know you loved 
him." 


Mo Ran's words offered a distant sense of relief. But, at the same time, Mo Ran's forgiveness 
finally broke that thing that had been shattering within Chu Wanning; a cold wall between his 
heart and all the grief he had been unable to let Taxian-Jun see before. 


Chu Wanning could not say anything for a long moment because he was breathing too hard. 
He felt disoriented and overwhelmed and he did not understand what was happening until a 
particularly harsh breathing hitched in his throat. It was a sob, Chu Wanning belatedly 
realized, and then he was the one crying. 
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Mo Ran woke up before Chu Wanning and started disentangling himself out of habit. He 
normally tried to get a bath ready while Chu Wanning was still sleeping so that his thin-faced 
husband could wash up as soon as he woke up. Today, however, Chu Wanning's hands 
tightened on Mo Ran's robe, and Mo Ran remembered that there was no need for a bath this 
morning. 


Mo Ran settled back down to admire Chu Wanning’s sleep-soft face. Taxian-Jun’s 
consciousness did not have the luxury of spending as much time with his beloved as Mo- 
zongshi. He rarely got quiet moments like these, so he savored them all. 


Mo Ran gradually became aware of how even Chu Wanning's breathing was, and how still 
his body was against his. He smiled as he realized that he was not the only one luxuriating in 
a rare moment. He reached over to wrap a strand of Chu Wanning’s hair around his finger 
and sighed like a lovesick youth. Mo Ran couldn’t resist teasing his beloved a little. 


“Ah, such a beauty.” 


Chu Wanning’s eyelashes flickered. However, he had to keep his irritation in check or reveal 
he’d only been pretending to sleep. Mo Ran restrained the urge to laugh. Their game would 
be over if he laughed! His heart was absolutely not going soft at the thought that Shizun was 
pretending to sleep so that Mo Ran would hold him longer. 


He dutifully played along, stroking Chu Wanning's soft hair until the other opened his eyes. 
Mo Ran kissed him then. 


"Do you want breakfast? This Venerable One can cook today." 


Chu Wanning nodded without looking up. He looked so shy and docile like this; Mo Ran 
could not help kissing him again before getting out of bed. 


Chu Wanning stayed in bed a little longer before getting dressed slowly and carefully. He had 
made a decision. He needed to talk about this decision with Mo Ran. 


And so, he was in the same dilemma that had been making his heart pound for the past few 
days. He needed to talk to Mo Ran about the child-bearing pill, and he needed to talk to this 
consciousness - the one who had acquired the pill- first. 


Chu Wanning marched out of the bedroom with grim determination despite his nerves. Then 
he faltered. Mo Ran had already begun making breakfast. He could not interrupt him. Chu 
Wanning pretended he had come into the kitchen just to watch Mo Ran cooking. 


Mo Ran seemed pleased by the attention. 

"Are you hungry?" 

Chu Wanning's stomach was fluttering with nerves. 

"Mn," he said. 

“The food will be ready soon. If you can’t wait, come help.” 


Chu Wanning nodded and let Mo Ran direct him in preparing some side dish. He put in a 
serious effort. First, because working with his hands took his mind off the anxiety. Secondly, 
there was a superstitious little thought that occurred to him as he worked side by side with 
Mo Ran. It felt important, today more than ever, to make something good together. 


They sat down to eat. Mo Ran filled Chu Wanning’s plate in his usual affectionately 
imperious manner. Chu Wanning ate obediently and mechanically. 


“How is it? Do you not like it?” 


Chu Wanning blinked. Mo Ran would be upset if he thought the reason he was eating so 
slowly was that he did not like his cooking. The problem was that he could not taste the food 
for the nervous flutter in his stomach. 


“Mn. Very good.” 


Mo Ran examined his face. Chu Wanning tried not to blush under the scrutiny. He pushed the 
dish he had prepared toward Mo Ran as a distraction. 


“Try it,” he said. 
“I have,” Mo Ran said with a grin, gesturing at his plate. “It’s very good.” 


Chu Wanning nodded and felt a disproportionate sense of relief. There was something about 
Mo Ran’s warm, confident smile that made it easier for Chu Wanning to forget his fears. It 
wasn’t just that Mo Ran loved him: Chu Wanning had never needed Mo Ran to love him. Mo 
Ran’s smile had been the spark that set off the fire in Chu Wanning’s heart. Chu Wanning had 
burned willingly, had given everything for Mo Ran before, and asked nothing, and never 
regretted it. 


There was nothing he wouldn't give and therefore nothing he feared losing. As long as Mo 
Ran could smile, Chu Wanning was content. 


Except. 


Except Mo Ran had said, ‘This Venerable One is the child's father,’ and Chu Wanning had 
become breathless with longing. Chu Wanning had imagined Mo Ran’s smile, on the face of 
someone they could both love. Mo Ran had said, ‘Your eyes and my strength,’ and Chu 
Wanning had imagined holding in his arms a child with Mo Ran’s warmth. He imagined 
playing a part in bringing that person into the world. It had made him greedy. 


With his fears quieted, and with his desires filling his heart, Chu Wanning found the strength 
to speak. 


“T want to try again,” he said. 


“Why? You really did do perfectly well,” Mo Ran said. He took another bite of the side-dish 
Chu Wanning had cooked. 


Chu Wanning's stared. All the courage that had flared within him dissipated against the wall 
of Mo Ran's lighthearted, clueless cheer. 


It was true that he had brought up the subject with no preamble, but he didn't understand how 
Mo Ran had put the matter out of his mind in the first place. 


He cursed the happily-chewing Mo Ran for not understanding his request. Then he cursed 
himself for his thin face. Then he reminded himself that they only had a few hours left, and 
he made another effort. 


“The child-bearing pill,” Chu Wanning said. 
“Eh?” 


Mo Ran frowned in slight concern, probably because Chu Wanning’s face was miserable with 
embarrassment, and then he seemed to be puzzling over Chu Wanning’s meaning. Chu 
Wanning watched his mind work. He considered summoning Tianwen so he could attempt an 
escape, but this gambit always risked a further loss of dignity if Mo Ran reacted too fast. 
And, anyway, he really...really wanted to know what Mo Ran's answer was. 


If Mo Ran would kindly figure out what Chu Wanning meant. 
At long last, Mo Ran’s eyes widened. He inhaled so sharply that he shook a little. 


“Wanning, you- you want. A child. With me. Again,” he asked, stumbling over the words. 
“That's what you meant. You want to try...having a child.” 
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“Wanning,” Mo Ran said. 


Mo Ran went around the table to kneel by Chu Wanning’s side and take his hands. Chu 
Wanning’s face was warm but it was becoming a minor concern. His entire being felt like it 
was burning from the inside out under Mo Ran’s intent gaze. 


“Wanning,” he repeated. 


Chu Wanning carefully leaned over to press his forehead against Mo Ran’s. He couldn’t be so 
bold as to say it out loud. But he could whisper it with his eyes closed. 


“Yes,” he said. 


Mo Ran shuddered. In the next moment, Chu Wanning found himself enveloped by Mo Ran. 
Their lips had crashed together, Mo Ran’s arms were pressing him into Mo Ran’s chest, and 
he’d been dragged off his cushion onto Mo Ran’s lap. He instinctively struggled to right 
himself, but Mo Ran simply did not seem to notice. Chu Wanning gave up the struggle. 
Instead he focused on trying to breathe while Mo Ran kissed him, while Mo Ran’s arms 
flexed around him. 


He had a moment to regain his bearings when Mo Ran placed him on their bed and began 
removing the robes Chu Wanning had put on so carefully this morning. 


He managed to say, “Mo Ran. Wait.” 


Mo Ran freed his mouth while he took a familiar bottle from their bedside and began 
warming the liquid between his fingers. 


“T still have to talk with your other consciousness,” Chu Wanning gasped. 
“Aren’t you always saying we’re the same person?” Mo Ran argued. “I said yes.” 


He pressed a finger into him as he spoke, putting an end to all discussion. Chu Wanning 
would have liked to comment on how effectively he had illustrated the flaws in his own 
reasoning, but he knew it would be a wasted effort. He reached for Mo Ran’s free hand and 
closed his eyes instead. 


When Chu Wanning next awoke, he was unable to do much more than tremble and groan. 
Mo Ran was gently gathering him up and patting his hair into place. 


“Mo Ran,” he breathed. 
“Go back to sleep,” Mo Ran said. “I’m sorry I woke you.” 


Chu Wanning was certain that was not what he wanted, that there was something else he 
urgently wanted to do, but he couldn’t quite string words or a plan together. In the end, he 
only shook his head. 


Mo Ran laughed. Chu Wanning's hands happened to be conveniently positioned on the 
sensitive skin over Mo Ran’s ribs. He dug his nails in. Mo Ran winced and obediently turned 
his laugh into a light cough. 


Then there was a quiet moment as Mo Ran scanned over their bodies. Chu Wanning's cheeks 
warmed. Mo Ran had rudely neglected to make much of an effort in cleaning up earlier that 


night. 
“T really went overboard," Mo Ran noted shamelessly. "What happened?” 


Chu Wanning wanted to say, 'As if you need a reason to be so absurd,’ but he worried Mo 
Ran would take that to mean that nothing significant had happened. And so, he instead 
employed that particular flat, unimpressed expression that always made Mo Ran review his 
recent actions. 


It worked: Mo Ran's eyes took on the look of concentration that meant he was sifting through 
his memories. Chu Wanning knew that Mo Ran had remembered when his arms tightened 
around him. 


"Wanning, we are-" he said, voice trembling. “We’re going to have a baby?” 
"If it is Heaven's will." 

Mo Ran's expression clouded over. Chu Wanning thought it was fear, but... 
"Do you want to?" Chu Wanning asked. 


"Yes," Mo Ran said fervently, squeezing him again. "Wanning, of course I want- I want a 
baby with you. But I- I'm scared." 


Chu Wanning reached up to touch Mo Ran's face. 

"Me too," he confessed. 

“I don’t have a palace, or guards, or physicians,” Mo Ran fretted. 
“We do not need them,” Chu Wanning said. 

“Do you think Tanlang Elder would help?” 

Chu Wanning scowled at the idea of letting Tanlang examine him. 


“I know some physicians in the village; the ones with whom we trade medicinal herbs ,” Chu 
Wanning said. “They’ll help us hire skilled midwives when the time comes.” 


Mo Ran had begun to relax as Chu Wanning implied that there were physicians he trusted. 
His eyes widened with renewed alarm at the mention of childbirth. 


“Wanning, you will hurt so much,” he protested. “You could even-” 
“My body is strong this time,” Chu Wanning insisted. 


Mo Ran opened his mouth. Chu Wanning placed a hand against Mo Ran’s chest and sent a 
healing stream of spiritual energy through him. It was mostly to prove a point, but it was also 
functional. He knew his body had to be at least a little sore from their lovemaking. 


Mo Ran hesitated and then returned the gesture. The aches in Chu Wanning’s body faded, and 
he sighed in relief. He kissed Mo Ran in both gratitude and reassurance. 


“Let me get a washcloth,” Mo Ran murmured. 
“Mn,” Chu Wanning agreed. 


Mo Ran kissed his forehead and got to his feet. He gently helped Chu Wanning clean up and 
then disappeared in the direction of the kitchen. When he came back, he offered Chu 
Wanning a tray with tea and a snack. 


Chu Wanning took a bite while the tea cooled. It was delicious and sweet, as always. 


"Wanning," Mo Ran said seriously, "Let me take the pill. You already did it for us in our last 
lifetime." 


Chu Wanning was surprised. It had not even occurred to him that MoRan could be the one to 
bear their child. But after a moment, he shook his head. 


"I am willing-" 
"No," Chu Wanning said. 


Mo Ran was only asking because he thought it his duty to spare Chu Wanning the pain and 
discomfort. He did not truly want it, whereas Chu Wanning... 


"I will take it," Chu Wanning insisted, lowering his eyes to shield his expression from Mo 
Ran's notice. 


He stayed like that a moment. Mo Ran's gaze was heavy on him and Chu Wanning knew he 
would be assessing everything from the set of his shoulders to the color over his cheeks. 
After a long moment, Mo Ran leaned forward and kissed him. It was gentle, but so sudden 
and with such heat that Chu Wanning had to put his hands on Mo Ran’s shoulders to steady 
himself. 


He did not realize he had arched against Mo Ran until Mo Ran put an arm around him to pull 
him closer. Chu Wanning drew away then, embarrassed and wanting to see the expression on 
Mo Ran’s face. He was caught off-guard by what he saw. Mo Ran’s expression was all soft 
wonder. 


“Wanning,” he said, “I’m not good with words, but I...I-” 
Chu Wanning kissed him. 


Mo Ran drew away first this time. All the fear in his eyes had transformed into fierce and 
tender purpose. 


"I will take care of you this time," Mo Ran promised. "The both of you." 


Chu Wanning's heart warmed. He had never expected anyone to take care of him. He had not 
believed it even when Mo Ran promised solemnly, on one knee, after going to the 
underworld to bring him back to life. Mo Ran had that same solemn promise in his eyes now. 


"I know." 


Mo Ran smile in response to Chu Wanning's confidence was so bright, that it felt like dawn 
in their bedroom. Chu Wanning basked in its warmth and then glanced at the tea he'd set 
aside earlier. It had stopped steaming. 


"Bring me my outer robe," he said. 


Mo Ran was puzzled by the request -morning was still hours away- but he did as Chu 
Wanning asked. Chu Wanning pulled the box out of the qiankun bag. Mo Ran's breath caught 
when he recognized it. 


Chu Wanning washed the child-bearing pill down with the tea Mo Ran had made him. Then 
the two of them laid down to rest together before morning. 
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Chu Wanning made an appointment with a physician on the day the pill was supposed to 
finish taking effect. Mo Ran, having switched to Taxian-Jun’s consciousness the evening 
before, flew them there and back before gleefully tossing Chu Wanning in bed. He then 
devoted himself to keeping him in bed. He mostly succeeded. Chu Wanning couldn't disagree 
with his motivation even if Mo Ran had given him the chance to complain. 


Still, there were limits. Late into the night, Chu Wanning felt the alarm through the 
aftershocks of pleasure and he knew Mo-zongshi’s consciousness would return soon. He 
expected Mo Ran to slow down. Instead, Mo Ran growled and gripped Chu Wanning's hips 
harder before grinding in like he wanted to carve himself a deeper place inside Chu 
Wanning's body. There was no resistance left in Chu Wanning. His insides were slick and 
throbbing so that every thrust seemed to reverberate from his his core to his fingertips. 


“Mo...R-” he tried to say, but the sound ended on a groan as his limbs all spasmed. 
Mo Ran stifled a whimper as he finished inside Chu Wanning once again. 
"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning gasped. 


Mo Ran was out of breath too. He let himself down over Chu Wanning trembling and 
sweating and spent. Chu Wanning couldn't help but pat Mo Ran's hair even though Mo Ran's 
hair was hopelessly disheveled, even though his hands were clumsy and he probably only 
added to the mess. 


"I did well did I not, Wanning?" Mo Ran asked between breaths. 


Chu Wanning did not reply, of course, but he also did not stop patting his hair. Mo Ran did 
not need an answer anyway: His tone was smug. Chu Wanning had lost track of the number 
of times he had managed to release since they got home. 


“I had to make my best effort. I know you want my baby more than his,” Mo Ran boasted. 


Chu Wanning huffed half in amusement and half in dismay. He had seen Taxian-Jun with 
children. He knew there was no need to worry that Mo Ran would not love their baby. But, 
for Mo Ran’s, sake, his heart stirred. 


Mo Ran, in his Mo-zongshi consciousness, had told Chu Wanning about the dread he had felt 
since the first opening of Heavenly Rift, that this second life was to be taken from him. He 
had feared that it was all a dream and he would wake up alone in Wushan Palace. He had 
feared that Chu Wanning would discover his past and either stay in the Underworld or, once 
Chu Wanning had returned, that he would reject Mo Ran. He had feared that all his happiness 
and peace would be torn away from him. 


This fear had carved deep into Mo Ran's heart after two years of solitude. Mo-zongshi had 
now lived with Chu Wanning longer than he had lived alone, and he still woke up some 
nights shaking and begging for Chu Wanning to open his eyes. 


Taxian-Jun's consciousness had endured far more loneliness, with less to console him. Chu 
Wanning had had to hide his love for Mo Ran all the years they were together in Wushan 
Palace. In his entire first life, Chu Wanning had never willingly given this Mo Ran his hand 
to hold under the moonlight or his coat while they watched fireworks. He had never clumsily 
initiated a kiss, or pressed him into bed so he could pleasure him. He had never opened some 
enchanted box for this Mo Ran to prove that they were soulmates. 


This form of Mo Ran still lived in fear. He thought he lived in this cottage as Chu Wanning's 
husband the same way he had lived on Sisheng Peak as the second Young Master. Chu 
Wanning knew that, sometimes, this Mo Ran didn't know that he had a right to the 
relationship that Chu Wanning and Mo-zongshi had grown. 


And so, Chu Wanning worried that Mo Ran -this part of Mo Ran- wouldn't feel certain that 
he had a right to this child. 


He kept his tone light and indifferent. 
“And if he’s the father?” 


Mo Ran looked puzzled for a moment. Chu Wanning seldom drew a distinction between his 
two consciousness like that. 


“Impossible,” Mo Ran said. “We have the same bodies. Even if he were to somehow get 
another body...I married you first.” 


He placed a possessive hand over Chu Wanning’s abdomen. “Your children are my children.” 


Chu Wanning sighed in relief and placed his hand over Mo Ran's. They were both quiet for a 
while attempting to catch their breaths. 


The first thing Mo-zongshi’s consciousness did when he opened his eyes was groan. 


Chu Wanning met his eyes, realized what had happened, and then smiled somewhat 
vindictively. His entire body was sore; it was only fair that Mo Ran should suffer to some 
degree too. 


“Your appointment with the physician-” 


“All is well,” Chu Wanning said. 


Mo Ran grinned. “We’re ready to start trying?” 


Chu Wanning didn’t have the energy to fling himself to the side, so he raised the sheet over 
his head. After a moment, Mo Ran laughed. Perhaps he had taken the time to look around at 
the wreckage. 


“Wanning. Wanning. Wanning,” he said, tugging playfully against the sheet Chu Wanning 
was using as a screen. 


“T’m going to sleep.” 


“That’s fine, but Wanning,” Mo Ran said, voice softening into his most persuasive tone. 
“Won’t you give me a kiss? Just one kiss.” 


Chu Wanning closed his eyes firmly. That tone never meant anything good. 
“Wanning. Savior-gege,” he murmured. 


Mo Ran did not only rely on his voice. His hands began trailing over Chu Wanning’s body 
through the thin sheet, making Chu Wanning shiver. Mo Ran sensed his weakness. He drew 
closer and whispered by Chu Wanning’s ear. 


“Won't you pay attention to me?” 


Chu Wanning tore the sheet off and glared at Mo Ran. Mo Ran, recognizing it as surrender, 
smiled and leaned in to claim his kiss. 


He necessarily repositioned his body to hover over Chu Wanning. As they kissed through 
chapped lips, Mo Ran's hands wandered down Chu Wanning's body. Chu Wanning drifted in 
pleasure out of habit, until then he realized what Mo Ran was up to. He inhaled sharply in the 
hopes that his mind would clear a little with some air. It did not help: This close to Mo Ran, 
he could smell nothing but him, unless it was the smell of the two of them together. His 
thighs fell apart and Mo Ran's hand filled the space they made. 


Chu Wanning shut his eyes as Mo Ran made a hungry sound. He wanted to say ‘enough, but 
he would need to tear his lips from Mo Ran's to do so, and he simply did not have the energy. 
He did not think Mo Ran had the energy either. 


That was, until Mo Ran's body sank lower, and Chu Wanning felt the hardness against his 
inner thigh. Chu Wanning moaned in protest, but the sound was muffled by Mo Ran's tongue 
in his mouth. His thighs wouldn't close again and his arms were useless, clinging to Mo Ran's 
back for a sense of stability. 


By the time he managed to free his mouth, he couldn't quite remember what he had wanted to 
say so desperately. Only the sense of desperation remained. 


"Mo Ran," he said. 


Mo Ran was lining them up, again. Chu Wanning could not comprehend his stamina. His 
arms involuntarily tightened around Mo Ran in anticipation, but Mo Ran stopped before 


entering him. Chu Wanning fought the urge to hiss in frustration. 


"Wanning. Baobei," Mo Ran said softly, kissing Chu Wanning in between the endearments. 
"You don't know what it's like to wake up to you in this state, and not remember doing this to 
you." 


Chu Wanning knew he was panting and clinging but he couldn't seem to make himself stop. 
Mo Ran had pressed the tip of his cock against Chu Wanning’s entrance, making Chu 
Wanning flutter against him but offering nothing for Chu Wanning’s insides to hold onto. It 
made Chu Wanning aware of the emptiness there, of a soreness that could only be relieved by 
the stretch of Mo Ran hurrying up and entering him already. 


Mo Ran was not moving. He held still, like he was waiting for something. Permission? Chu 
Wanning had to fight the urge to kick his calves against Mo Ran’s thighs impatiently. He 
thought back to the words Mo Ran had said just now. 


"Do you want me to pity you?" he snapped. 
“No,” Mo Ran said warmly. “I’m explaining why I can’t hold back.” 


Mo Ran stopped teasing then. He breached Chu Wanning and then kept going, sliding in 
easily on his own spend and Chu Wanning’s arousal. Chu Wanning had to muffle a moan at 
the sensation of relief; the ache of emptiness melting away in the heat and stretch. Mo Ran 
returning to the place he’d marked inside Chu Wanning. 


Chu Wanning clenched around him in a reflexive need to feel Mo Ran again. Mo Ran gasped 
shuddering breaths when he did, and then he bowed forward to place his open mouth on Chu 
Wanning’s neck like he needed to suck Chu Wanning into his lungs more than he needed to 
suck in the air. 


He thrust deeper into Chu Wanning as he did, crossing the line from relief to the red-hot edge 
of 'too much.' Chu Wanning's legs came up reflexively, and then Mo Ran drew out. Chu 
Wanning whimpered quietly. His legs folded themselves around Mo Ran and Mo Ran began 
thrusting in and out of him. He went slowly and steadily, drawing them both taut and 
trembling. Chu Wanning dug his fingers into Mo Ran’s shoulders as his pleasure crested, 
relaxed them when like a wave it receded. He didn’t realize he was biting his lip until Mo 
Ran licked against the stinging line. He let go. Mo Ran licked once more before sucking at 
the wound. Delicately, like he didn't want to hurt it more. Or like he was savoring the taste of 
Chu Wanning's blood. 


The slow-building pleasure was making his entire body quiver like an overstretched guqin 
string. It was a torment. Every time Mo Ran reached the deepest part of him, like a finger 
brushing over the string, he was sure that the string would break. He was not sure how much 
would be left of him when it did but he wanted it so badly that he was using all his strength to 
meet Mo Ran's thrusts, to hold him close whenever he pulled out of him. 


When the string finally broke, Chu Wanning's closed eyes flooded with white light. His body 
felt like it had turned to water -or something lighter, like wine. He floated in that haze, free of 
any sensation except pleasure and relief. 


Slowly, he became conscious of his own breathing and the light, somewhat wet kisses Mo 
Ran was leaving against his collarbone. Chu Wanning sensed that Mo Ran needed something 
from him but he could not possibly move. 


"Did you...?" 
"No, I...I wanted...Wanning, I- Wanning," 


Mo Ran couldn't seem to speak. He was still breathing harshly and trembling against Chu 
Wanning, inside him. Chu Wanning swallowed and understood. He moved his hand from Mo 
Ran's shoulder to his hip with immense effort and tugged. Mo Ran whimpered and shut his 
eyes. His restraint broke. 


Chu Wanning cried out despite himself at the unbearably, maddeningly electric intensity as 
Mo Ran resumed, but he also did not stop pressing against Mo Ran's hip. Mo Ran was 
merciful. His frantic movements brought him quickly to the brink, and then he was spilling 
inside Chu Wanning. Chu Wanning was dizzily incredulous about the amount of it. Surely 
Mo Ran was finished for the night. 


When he was done, Mo Ran tried to get off of Chu Wanning so as to not smother him. Chu 
Wanning felt the cold air between them and shivered before tightening his arms around Mo 
Ran. Mo Ran really was too exhausted to fight him. He shifted his weight slightly but he 
obediently remained in Chu Wanning's arms. 


Chu Wanning had begun to drift into sleep when Mo Ran murmured a quiet question. 
“Hm?” Chu Wanning asked. 

“Sorry, Wanning. Go to sleep.” 

“<... m awake.” 


Mo Ran was quiet for a moment. “I just wondered. Do you have any preference? For what 
they’ll be like?” 


“No. I just want them to be here. And healthy. And happy.” 


“Me too. Of course. That’s the only thing that matters. I just mean...what are you hoping 
they will be like?” 


Chu Wanning opened his eyes and blinked at the ceiling. There was excitement in Mo Ran’s 
voice, but there was also an edge of anxiety. Chu Wanning was not sure what worried him, or 
how to soothe him. However, if he maintained his silence too long, Mo Ran would come up 
with his own answers. 


“What do you think?” he asked. 
Mo Ran laughed nervously. “If I knew, I wouldn’t have asked.” 


“Do you have a preference?” 


Mo Ran’s eyelashes flickered against Chu Wanning’s skin. 
“Yeah, I guess. I want them to be...like you.” 


Chu Wanning frowned at the thought of giving Mo Ran nothing but surly little bookworms. 
Then he pictured Mo Ran raising that pack of surly little bookworms, and he couldn’t help 
but snort in fond amusement. 


Mo Ran paused when he sensed Chu Wanning’s amusement. When he spoke again, his tone 
was more playful, though it was tinged with genuine uncertainty. 


“Don’t laugh. I took pretty good care of Xia Sini, didn’t I?” 
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He really had, but to praise Mo Ran for it, especially given their current state, was really too 
shameful. Mo Ran seemed to sense that Chu Wanning was conflicted. He reached up to pinch 
Chu Wanning’s cheek like he was pestering Xia Sini once more. 


“Didn’t I, Little Shidi? Wasn’t I a good shixiong?” 
“You don’t have to answer. Xia Sini told me I was great,” Mo Ran boasted. 


He sounded comforted by the memory. Chu Wanning sighed helplessly, and Mo Ran knew it 
was a confirmation. He laughed, pleased. 


“T’m sleeping,” Chu Wanning announced. 


Mo Ran laughed harder. He tried to muffle the sound, but as he did so against Chu Wanning’s 
shoulder, with his body shaking against Chu Wanning’s, he was not very successful. Chu 
Wanning had to shove him off of himself and allow Mo Ran to reel him in again before he 
quieted down. 


Now lying on Mo Ran’s chest, Chu Wanning tried to sleep for real. Mo Ran spoke up again. 
“Wanning. You didn’t answer...” 
Chu Wanning kept his eyes closed. 


“Of course I want them to be like you,” he confessed, exasperated. “Brilliant. Warm. Brave. 
Passionate.” 


Mo Ran’s breath caught. 
“Wanning, you are describing yourself.” 


Chu Wanning wished he could glare at Mo Ran. Unfortunately, his head was on Mo Ran’s 
chest and if he went through the effort of twisting his neck to make his displeasure known, 


Mo Ran would just laugh again. 

Still, it was too much to leave uncontested. 

“Oh, am I warm? What did your fellow disciples call me- the spring snow?” 
“That’s because you’re beautiful.” 


Chu Wanning considered getting up in protest, but Mo Ran had anticipated his reaction. He 
tightened the arm around Chu Wanning and stroked his hair to appease him. Chu Wanning 
was too tired to make a show of struggling. He let his eyes drift shut as Mo Ran’s gentle hand 
smoothed his hair. 


“Goodnight, Wanning.” 


Chu Wanning could hear the smile in his beloved’s voice. Mo Ran’s heart beat steadily 
beneath his cheek. 


“Goodnight, Mo Ran.” 
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Mo Ran would never grow tired of waking up to find Chu Wanning curled against him. It 
was one of the delightful surprises of their second life, just like Chu Wanning's unburdened 
smiles and his ability to drink Mo Ran under the table. 


The only downside was that Mo Ran found it very difficult to get out of bed in the morning, 
especially on a chilly autumn day. Chu Wanning held onto him for warmth when he got cold 
in his sleep. No matter how quickly Mo Ran tucked the blanket in around him, Chu Wanning 
always shivered a little when Mo Ran left. It made Mo Ran's heart twinge with a mixture of 
affection and regret. There was no way around it, however. He needed to prepare breakfast. 


Mo Ran took a deep breath to brace himself for the upcoming ordeal, but as soon as he 
started moving, Chu Wanning spoke. 


"If you're cold, don't leave yet. It's too early." 

"Baobei," he said apologetically. "I didn't mean to wake you." 
Chu Wanning only hmph'd without bothering to open his eyes. 
"How are you feeling?" Mo Ran asked. 

“Fine,” he said. 


The same answer as always. Mo Ran took advantage of his wakefulness to tuck in the 
blankets Chu Wanning had kicked off in his sleep. As he worked, he couldn't help but notice 
the shape beneath his hands. 


"Pfft" 


"What are you laughing at?" 

"You're so round!" Mo Ran said. 

Chu Wanning did not need to glance down. Mo Ran's observation was indisputable. 
"And?" 

"And..." 


Mo Ran finished tucking the blanket in and leaned his forehead close to his beloved's. He 
was grinning so big, his cheeks hurt. 


"and you're perfect," he said. 
Chu Wanning frowned. 
"Stop teasing." 


Mo Ran stopped short. Chu Wanning seemed a little hurt. Mo Ran could tell that he was 
trying to maintain a neutral expression, but his lips were pressed together and his shoulders 
were a little too stiff. 


Ah, his beautiful, silly, brilliant, dumb cat of a husband. 

Mo Ran picked up Chu Wanning's hand and placed it against his heart. 

"I'm not teasing," he said. 

"Wanning, I've never seen anything or anyone as beautiful as you," he said quietly. 


Mo Ran met Chu Wanning's eyes thinking about the way he felt whenever he remembered 
that Chu Wanning, the kindest, bravest, most wonderful, best person in the world loved him 
and chose him and wanted to raise a child with him. It was absurd, yes. But what made it so 
absurd was the amount of luck Mo Ran had had, to end up here with him. 


Chu Wanning stopped breathing. There was no way he could miss the way Mo Ran's heart 
sped up as he gazed at him. 


"I look ridiculous," Chu Wanning argued, a little plaintively. 


Mo Ran knew his protest was habitual rather than real disbelief. So he smiled and kissed Chu 
Wanning until some of the tension melted away. Then he pulled away so he could share his 
bittersweet confession. 


"Wanning, you look like a figment of my dreams. I never thought I would get to see you like 
this." 


Chu Wanning's first pregnancy had not progressed to this point. They had never gotten a 
chance to see how absurdly huge his belly would get. Every morning Mo Ran woke up to see 
Chu Wanning healthy, happy, and one day closer to giving them a child, he was ecstatic. 
Giddy. In love. 


He knew Chu Wanning felt the same, but Chu Wanning had to deal with all the little 
indignities and awkward, uncomfortable changes that came with growing a baby in his body. 
Mo Ran was happy to lighten those burdens in any way he could. 


He placed a hand on Chu Wanning's belly. 
“Anyway, I misspoke. You're not the round one. The round one is this little crabapple here!” 
Chu Wanning smiled. 


"Not that little," he commented. 


"You're right. This is the biggest crabapple I've ever seen," Mo Ran agreed. “Hey, little 
crabapple! Will you slow down a little? You're not supposed to come out until wintertime!" 


Chu Wanning tried to hold back, but in the end he still laughed. Mo Ran was proud of 
himself. He thought to the baby, You and I will get to team up and make him laugh a lot more 
once you're out here. 


Mo Ran knew, in the way one knows recipes and maps, that childbirth was dangerous. He 
had even worried about the pain involved. He was not prepared for the fear that would grip 
him when Chu Wanning suddenly gasped in pain and dropped a hand to his abdomen. 


"Wanning!" Mo Ran said, hurtling to his side. 


Chu Wanning had mostly recovered by the time he got there. He was frowning and rubbing at 
his lower belly, but he seemed calm. 


"Wanning, are you okay? Should I-?" 

"I'm fine. I was only surprised." 

"We should tell the physician, just in case." 

Chu Wanning shook his head. 

"There is no need. He said it was normal. The body preparing itself." 


Mo Ran hesitated. He could not think of anything that hurt Chu Wanning as harmless, even if 
the physician deemed it 'normal.' Chu Wanning's pain tolerance was high. If he had let out a 
sound, it meant that the contraction must have really hurt. 


"This has happened before," Chu Wanning confessed. "But it usually..." 


"It usually hurts less," Mo Ran guessed. 


Chu Wanning hesitated and then gave him a nod. Mo Ran tried to not let his reaction show on 
his face. If Chu Wanning thought he was worrying too much, he would be a lot more 
reluctant to be honest about the pain. 


"Okay, then. Tell me if anything changes. Remember the physician is all the way down the 
mountain." 


Chu Wanning nodded again. He added, "It's not far. You fly very fast." 


He really did not. He actually flew slower when Chu Wanning was aboard, ever since that 
embarrassing tree incident. 


"I'm scared our little crabapple will be too impatient to wait for me," he explained. 
"That is unlikely. Childbirth takes hours," Chu Wanning reminded him. 


He seemed unperturbed by this fact. Mo Ran made some lighthearted reply and then thought 
about that sentence all night instead of sleeping. 


Hours. Hours of not knowing whether Chu Wanning and the baby would be okay. He tried 
not to think of the alternative, so as to not stress out his pregnant husband, but Mo 

Ran’s sense of apprehension did not fade over the next few days. He resolved to remain alert 
so that he would not waste a single second in making sure Chu Wanning and the baby were 
safe when the time came. 


Naturally, Mo Ran was deeply asleep when Chu Wanning shook his shoulder. 
“Mo Ran,” he called in a strained voice. 
“Mugh?” Mo Ran said, before opening his eyes. 


Then he remembered, and he bolted upright with wide eyes. He choked a little on saliva in 
his rush to speak. 


“The baby?” 


Chu Wanning was sitting on Mo Ran's side of the bed as if he had been walking around 
before waking Mo Ran. He did not immediately reply to Mo Ran's question. As Mo Ran's 
mind cleared, he noticed the layer of sweat over Chu Wanning's skin and the set expression 
that meant he was trying to resist showing pain. 


Mo Ran rolled off the bed and grabbed the set of robes he kept nearby. 
"I'll go get the physician," he said. "Do you need anything before I go?" 
"No," Chu Wanning said quietly. 


Mo Ran couldn't resist going to Chu Wanning's side and kissing his forehead before he left. 


"I'll be back as soon as I can," he promised. 


Chu Wanning had turned his attention inward. His only response was a quick nod. Mo Ran 
swallowed and hurried away. 


It was horrible to leave his beloved alone in that room, knowing he was in pain. Every 
moment he was away, he fought the visceral sense of wrongness, the instinctive urge to run 
back so he could be certain that Chu Wanning was alright. 


Luckily, the physicians had been expecting him. They moved quickly. Mo Ran was able to 
fly back to Chu Wanning's side and hold his hand before the sense of anxiety erupted into 
panic. Chu Wanning gripped his hand back with an uncharacteristic lack of restraint. He was 
shaking. His eyes were closed as he tried to regulate his breathing and bear the pain. 


"Baobei. Wanning," Mo Ran said, kissing the pained frown on Chu Wanning's forehead. "I'm 
back. The physicians are here." 


Chu Wanning grimaced and crossed his free arm over his chest. He was only wearing a light 
sleeping robe. Mo Ran knew he wished for an outer robe, but if he brought him one, it would 
only get in the way later. Mo Ran decided to help him get comfortable with the physicians 
instead. 


"It's okay," Mo Ran soothed, "They'll help us take care of you and the baby. You trust them, 
remember? I also interviewed them all with Jiangui just to make sure." 


Chu Wanning's eyes snapped to Mo Ran's in disapproval. 
"Mo Ran!" 


However, he did not have time to scold him. The physician approached them and asked Chu 
Wanning a series of clipped questions. 


Chu Wanning’s eyes followed the physician when he went to speak to the midwives. Mo Ran 
leaned into his line of sight to grin unrepentantly. 


“T only interrogated those who volunteered,” he reassured him. 
Chu Wanning was diverted by the moral quandary. 
"Which consciousness did it?" 


Both versions of him had wanted to do it. Taxian-Jun's consciousness usually acted on these 
sorts of intentions before Mo-zongshi's would, but in this case, Mo-zongshi considered it 
justified too. Anyway, it had taken more than a day to investigate properly. 


"Both," he confessed. "Please punish both of my forms." 


Chu Wanning huffed, either from annoyance or pain. Mo Ran massaged his lower back out of 
habit. 


"Do you think I have time to discipline you? Why aren’t you helping the physicians?” 


Because they had kindly instructed Mo Ran to keep Chu Wanning calm while they set up 
their workspace. 


"They said not to get in their way,” he said with an air of embarrassment. “I have not been 
diligent in studying medicine.” 


Chu Wanning’s gaze softened. “Then stay here.” 
“Okay,” Mo Ran agreed cheerily. 


Chu Wanning’s soft gaze did not linger. He suddenly closed his eyes as a harsh breath broke 
his tightly regulated pattern. Mo Ran drew on his spiritual energy on reflex as if there were 
an injury to heal. Then he remembered it was useless. He wished there were a cultivation 
technique that allowed him to draw the pain out of Chu Wanning’s body into his own. 
Instead, all he could do was massage Chu Wanning’s lower back and try to distract him. 


“Have you thought of a name?” Mo Ran asked. 
“Mn,” Chu Wanning said noncommittally. 


Mo Ran was sure he had picked out at least nine names, all of them exquisitely beautiful on 
paper and in meaning. Chu Wanning was not one to neglect important things. The rush of 
affection made him playful. 


“On the flight over, I realized we didn’t have a name. What an oversight! So, I thought, what 
about-” 


“No,” Chu Wanning said. 
“No?” 


Chu Wanning looked a little embarrassed about the vehemence of his refusal, but he did not 
retract it. 


Mo Ran laughed. “I haven’t said anything! How do you know it’s bad?” 


Chu Wanning gave him an unimpressed look. He always knew when Mo Ran was playing 
dumb. 


“You're basing this all on Taxian-Jun,” Mo Ran protested. 
“Jiangui.” 


“That was an accident.” 
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Mo Ran tried his very best to look innocent. He had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep 
from laughing out loud. 


“T let you name our dog,” Chu Wanning tried. 


Mo Ran had named it "dog-head." And still, his sweet, overly-trusting husband seemed to be 
wavering about letting Mo Ran name their only child. 


“Pfft- hahahaha!” Mo Ran finally couldn’t hold it in. 

Chu Wanning seemed caught off-guard. Then he glared in indignation. 

“No,” Chu Wanning emphasized. 

“Okay, okay,” Mo Ran agreed. “I will settle for naming our cat, once we finally get one.” 
Chu Wanning lowered his lashes. 

“Mn,” he agreed. 

It was once again noncommittal. Mo Ran was a little shocked and very amused. 

“Oh, I don’t get to name the cat either? Is that reasonable," Mo Ran asked. 


He resisted the urge to add a horrifyingly sugary endearment. His restraint paid off: Chu 
Wanning seemed to consider the matter for a moment, his eyelashes still low as if avoiding 
Mo Ran's scrutiny. 


“You get to name the cat,” Chu Wanning said with the air of granting a compromise. 
Mo Ran grinned and leaned in to try to give his husband a grateful kiss. 


Alas, he had not managed to completely distract Chu Wanning from the bustling physicians. 
Chu Wanning slapped at his chest before their lips touched and shot the physicians a pointed, 
horrified glance. Mo Ran sighed inwardly and turned his body so he could raise Chu 
Wanning's hand to his lips without the physicians seeing. Chu Wanning allowed it with a light 
blush. Mo Ran smiled to see some color on that pain-pale face again. 


This was the last peaceful moment they had for a long time after. Chu Wanning had said 
‘hours.’ It felt much longer, and at the same time it seemed like a single breathless screaming 
moment. Mo Ran was so afraid that he couldn’t bear to look away from Chu Wanning’s face 
or let go of his hand. 


Chu Wanning, on the other hand, focused inwardly like the master cultivator he was. Or he 
looked at the physicians. He had always been much smarter than Mo Ran. Mo Ran knew he 
could probably get a better sense of how the childbirth was proceeding if he looked at the 
physicians too, but he just could not divide his attention. His world narrowed down to the 
person on the bed. His beloved, who maintained an expression of concentration even through 
the waves of pain that shook his body, even when the air became thick with the scent of 
blood, even when the midwives’ voices grew taut with expectation. 


Mo Ran could not relax even after he heard the child’s cries. He knew it was a good sign- but 
he could not help but think of the snow outside, and the smell of blood, and how many times 
he and Chu Wanning had been parted by the snow and blood just when the danger should 
have passed... 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning said, hoarsely. 


Mo Ran blinked at Chu Wanning. The sound of his voice just now was too familiar. It had 
been in too many of his nightmares. So had that half-pained, half-peaceful smile on Chu 
Wanning's face. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning repeated, and he dragged their joined hands down. 


Mo Ran numbly let him. He was surprised by the brush of soft, warm skin. Skin like that did 
not belong in the snow. He blinked again, and focused his gaze on the baby in Chu Wanning's 
arms. 


At that moment, Mo Ran understood. He turned his hand to better cradle their baby's face, 
gently. He remembered the night when he'd seen that precious, lonely haitang blossom on the 
highest branch. He had cradled the petals carefully as he plucked the flower by the stem. Mo 
Ran did not understand love back then. He wanted to hold it in his hand, protecting and 
possessing. 


Mo Ran...Taxian-Jun...Mo-zongshi...Mo Ran knew better now. The same instincts rose in him 
as before, but with the feeling came the memories of gently holding Chu Wanning's hand in 
the moonlight and saying, "you can rely on me." 


"What's his name?" Mo Ran asked. 


All that remained of his voice was a shattered croak. But Chu Wanning seemed to 
understand. 


"Chu An*," Chu Wanning said. 
«(48 Chu An) 


Mo Ran grinned. It felt painful on his face. But everything from the fireplace's glow to the 
thud of his heartbeat felt so intense it was almost painful. 


"What do you think?" Chu Wanning asked. 

Mo Ran laughed. 

"The name," Chu Wanning pressed. 

"It's a good name," Mo Ran reassured him. Then he asked. "Wanning-?" 
“I'm fine,” Chu Wanning reassured him. 


A midwife on Chu Wanning's other side broke in casually. 


"They're healthy," she confirmed. "Congratulations." 
Mo Ran exhaled, and Chu Wanning's hand was still warm on his. 
Wanning, he thought, you were wrong about the most wonderful dreams. 


It wasn't just a good dream. The fireplace flickered like it was helping him keep time. The 
light on his beloved's face, and on their baby, made everything clear. Real. 


The smile on Mo Ran's face settled into something gentler and more at home. 
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Chu Wanning woke to the sound of Chu An crying. 


Mo Ran was not in bed with him. He was pacing around their bedroom talking quietly to the 
baby. Chu Wanning tried to get up to go to them, but the twinges of pain and discomfort 
made him slow and awkward. He had always hated feeling weak. It was even more 
frustrating when he could hear his baby crying across the room. 


Luckily, the rustling of their bedding caught Mo Ran's attention. He met Chu Wanning's eyes 
and beamed. 


“Don’t get up! We’ll go to you.” 


Chu Wanning lay back down and gratefully held his arms out for the baby, but Mo Ran had 
other plans. 


Chu Wanning froze in surprise at the kiss. Mo Ran took full advantage, angling his head to 
deepen the kiss until Chu Wanning gathered himself enough to give Mo Ran's shoulder a 
decisive smack. Mo Ran pulled away with an unrepentant grin still on his face. Chu Wanning 
would never cease to be amazed by the audacity of Taxian-Jun. 


"He's hungry," he chided. 


"I just fed him! He hasn't soiled himself, he's been sleeping well, nothing on the list. I think 
he just misses you, Wanning." 


Chu Wanning blinked, having had his questions anticipated. As for An-er missing him... 


Chu Wanning had never been good with children. He was not good at comforting people, let 
alone babies. His cold demeanor frightened seasoned warriors and newborn babies alike. He 
had expected their son to seek out Mo Ran for comfort, while Chu Wanning provided 
guidance and steadiness and other quiet forms of love. 


However, in this case, Mo Ran had already made his best attempt at comforting their son. 
Chu Wanning very much wanted to hold his baby. He wondered if Chu An, too, wanted to be 
held by him. 


Chu Wanning silently held out his arms again. Chu An cried for a little longer while he 
settled. Then his cries faded away and stopped. Chu An fell asleep with his face turned 
against Chu Wanning’s chest, as if he really had been asking for him all along. Chu Wanning 
glanced uncertainly at Mo Ran, who grinned and kissed his lips before ducking away like he 
was afraid Chu Wanning would smack him. 


Chu Wanning did not smack Mo Ran. He just looked down at their child's face. Chu An's lips 
turned up at the corner the same way Mo Ran’s did. All his features were familiar and lovely 
to Chu Wanning even though he had just met him. Chu Wanning’s heart seemed to grow 
warmer and warmer the longer he looked. Their child really was beautiful. 


After a while, Mo Ran cleared his throat and spoke. 

"Unfilial child," Mo Ran said affectionately. "He wouldn't even wait a day for his father." 
"He waited long enough," Chu Wanning countered. 

He spoke quietly so that he would not disrupt Chu An’s sleep. 


"He's perfect," Mo Ran agreed. "He's beautiful like you. Smart like you- did you see that he 
knew to ask for you? And he’s so fat and healthy!” 


He reached for Chu An’s face like he intended to pinch the pillowy cheek. 
“Be gentle,” Chu Wanning warned. 


Mo Ran obeyed for once. He settled for pinching Chu Wanning’s cheek instead. Chu 
Wanning glared, long-suffering. Mo Ran’s grin only seemed to grow wider in response. 


"Wanning, he even smells like you," he said cheerily. 

Chu Wanning was distracted despite himself. 

"Oh?" 

He could not smell anything unusual about Chu An, but he trusted Mo Ran’s nose. 
"Like flowers," Mo Ran specified. “The little crabapple took after you.” 


Chu Wanning blinked in surprise yet again. The forest spirits had held a little celebration 
about “the Divine Wood bearing seed” and asked “when the seedling would sprout,” but he 
had been too embarrassed to ask what they meant. He had not expected Chu An to actually 
display any Divine Wood characteristics. Perhaps growing inside Chu Wanning’s body had 
affected him. Chu Wanning made a mental note to do some research regarding the matter. 


Mo Ran broke into Chu Wanning’s thoughts. 


"What did you name him?" 
"Chu An." 
Chu Wanning watched his reaction carefully. Mo Ran caught his gaze and raised an eyebrow. 


"You will not change your mind about this Venerable One reclaiming his empire? Now that 
we have a child-" 


"No." 
Chu Wanning narrowed his eyes. Mo Ran grinned as if he had only been teasing. 


"Then it is a good name. Neither you nor this Venerable One has a true family name, and Chu 
sounds better than Mo." 


Mo Ran looked sincerely untroubled, even cheerful. Chu Wanning relaxed. 


The truth was that after learning how the Mo family had treated Mo Ran, Chu Wanning had 
been reluctant to give their name to their child. The Chu family was different: both Chu 
Wanning and Mo Ran held genuine respect for Chu Xun even though Chu Wanning was not 
related to him by blood. 


If he later caught Mo Ran whispering to Chu An, "Do not worry. You will want for nothing. I 
have negotiated your inheritance of Sisheng Peak," that was a comparatively minor worry. 


Chu Wanning had secretly kept a countdown after the birth of Chu An. He knew Mo Ran 
kept that countdown too because on the very day, after Chu An dropped off to sleep, Mo Ran 
picked Chu Wanning up and carried him to bed with urgency verging on violence. 


Chu Wanning had been aching for it. When Mo Ran entered him at long last, Chu Wanning 
cried out like it was his first time, and they surged against each other hungrily. 


They had never gone so many days without tangling in bed with each other. Every touch, 
every bite, every thrust seemed to send lightning through to the core of Chu Wanning’s body. 
Mo Ran, too, seemed to have burnt out all his restraint in waiting for this day. They moved 
gracelessly, roughly, without intent so much as reflex and need. Chu Wanning clung to Mo 
Ran when he began to lose his rhythm, curling even his neck around Mo Ran’s neck until Mo 
Ran released inside him with a shaky groan. He slowed down slightly, and Chu Wanning bit 
down on his shoulder in a sharp reminder. Mo Ran kept moving until Chu Wanning, too, 
groaned with release. 


Chu Wanning’s limbs went limp then. Mo Ran carefully guided their bodies lower into the 
bed so they could rest for a moment, trembling uncontrollably in the aftershocks. He kissed 
Chu Wanning’s face sweetly as if he weren’t still lazily thrusting and waiting to get hard 
again. Chu Wanning had closed his eyes to think about the mess Mo Ran had made in him, 
when he remembered exactly why it felt so forbidden. 


He gasped and shoved against Mo Ran’s hip to try to stop his thrusting. Mo Ran obediently 
stopped. 


“What's wrong?” Mo Ran asked. "Does it hurt?" 
“We said we would be careful,” Chu Wanning said. 
“What?” Mo Ran asked, more confused. 


Chu Wanning groaned and threw an arm over his face. He told himself it was too late 
anyway. 


He was startled by Mo Ran’s breathless laugh. 
“Wanning?” Mo Ran inquired. 


Chu Wanning kept his arm over his face. He was absolutely not going to look Mo Ran in the 
eye when Mo Ran was smiling that smile. He did not need to look! He could hear in his 
voice: Mo Ran was completely unrepentant. 


“Wanning,” Mo Ran called again. 


He tugged gently at the arm over Chu Wanning’s eyes. Chu Wanning realized he still had his 
legs loosely wrapped around Mo Ran, and he hurriedly let go. Mo Ran laughed again. 


“Wanning!” 
“Get out,” Chu Wanning said. 
“Baobei, don’t be angry,” Mo Ran wheedled shamelessly. 


Chu Wanning’s face was already flushed from their ill-advised tryst. Somehow his face felt 
hotter at the half-laughing affectionate teasing. He dragged himself away from Mo Ran and 
shuddered when Mo Ran slipped out. He adopted a scolding tone to cover the mortifying 
reaction of his body. 


“The physician said,” Chu Wanning said, “that two years at minimum are best between 
children.” 


“Baobei,” Mo Ran said, his voice straining with laughter. “This isn’t what he meant.” 

“What else could he mean?” Chu Wanning snapped. 

Mo Ran burst into laughter again. Chu Wanning wanted to march away from the bed with his 
dignity, but this really was the first time they’d gotten to be in bed together for any significant 


amount of time, and- 


Anyway, he was naked, it was still winter, and the bed was too warm to leave. So he shoved 
Mo Ran off of himself and glared at him until Mo Ran was able to speak again. 


“I’m taking a medicinal tea,” Mo Ran explained. “Pulling out is not a reliable contraceptive. 
The tea is much more effective.” 


Mo Ran’s words did not have the effect he was hoping for, judging by his soothing tone. Chu 
Wanning stiffened instead, frowning unhappily before attempting to hide the expression. 


“T promise it works. I made sure to ask Guyueye in case it's different with the child-bearing 
pill.” 


“Ts it safe?” 


“Yeah. It doesn't affect anything except fertility,’ Mo Ran reassured him. "I think Guyueye 
developed it as a contraceptive for dual cultivation partners.” 


“Ts it...permanent?” 


“No. I have to take it every day. But it's just until you feel well enough to do the reversal 
spell, anyway." 


Chu Wanning hesitated. Mo Ran tilted his head to the side, peering at him as if trying to 
figure out Chu Wanning’s concern. 


“You don’t have to worry,” Mo Ran reassured him. Then he paused. “Unless the reversal 
spell is risky. We can look for other means.” 


Fortunately, Chu An began crying then. He put an end to all nonsense. Chu Wanning and Mo 
Ran rushed to get in some semblance of cleanliness so that they could tend to their child. Mo 
Ran was ready first. He urged Chu Wanning to stay in bed as he went to pick up Chu An. Chu 
Wanning put on his sleeping robe and watched his husband smile at their baby. 


Chu Wanning was not sure when he had become so greedy. 


An-er was precious to him. He had wanted him so badly. He felt unutterably favored by the 
Heavens to have gotten to have him, after everything that happened in their lives. And still, 
Chu Wanning wanted more. 


“Mo Ran,” Chu Wanning called. 


“Coming,” Mo Ran said, before resuming his absurd baby-talk “-yeah, you just ate, what are 
you complaining about? Huh? Does your tummy hurt from being greedy earlier? Is it your 
tummy?” 


Chu An was calming as he listened to the stream of words. Chu Wanning walked over 
anyway, guiding Mo Ran closer to the crib with a hand on Mo Ran’s lower back. Mo Ran 
gave him a questioning look. 


“T think he just had a bad dream,” Chu Wanning said. 


“Ts that true? Did you dream that Goutou stole your favorite blanket?” Mo Ran asked Chu 
An. "Was he mean to you?" 


Chu An made an unhappy sound. 


“T have dreams like that too sometimes,” Mo Ran confided. “You must not let him bully you 
like he bullies a-die.” 


Chu Wanning felt compelled to defend their dog. 

“How could a little dog bully you?” 

“He’s sneaky!” Mo Ran argued. “Diedie is too innocent. Always seeing the best in bad dogs.” 
“Goutou is a good dog,” Chu Wanning said. “Do not tell lies.” 

Despite using a stern tone, Chu Wanning could not stop his lips from curling into a smile. 


They managed to calm Chu An to the point that he fell asleep again. Mo Ran placed him in 
his crib again, and then the two of them stood over Chu An in silent contentment. Then Mo 
Ran turned to bury his nose in Chu Wanning’s hair and pull him in by the waist. 


“Mo Ran, wait,” Chu Wanning said. 
“Hm?” Mo Ran said. 


He restrained himself to kissing along Chu Wanning’s hairline and touching him over the 
sleeping robe instead of hauling them immediately back to bed. It was a compromise Chu 
Wanning accepted. 


“If An-er does not have any siblings, he might be lonely," Chu Wanning said quickly. 


Mo Ran paused to look at his face in confusion. Chu Wanning began blushing again. He was 
entirely unable to explain further. 


" " 


All of a sudden, Mo Ran seemed to understand. His hands settled on Chu Wanning's hips and 
his cheek flushed with desire. He swallowed. 


"Okay, we'll have another one," he agreed in a hoarse voice. "Two children." 


He leaned his head down to devour Chu Wanning’s mouth. Chu Wanning put his hand over 
Mo Ran’s lips to stop him. 


"If we have two, they might fight." 

“What?” Mo Ran asked, confused yet again. 

Then he drooped in disappointment, which he immediately tried to hide. 

"Ah. One is fine, then. One is wonderful! He can play with the village children and-" 


Chu Wanning firmly interrupted Mo Ran’s backtracking. 


“Three,” he said. 

“Three..three children? Wanning, are you saying-?” 

"We should have three children,” Chu Wanning said with finality and a completely red face. 
"Three children. Yes. Let's have three," Mo Ran agreed, his voice shaking. 


Finally, he hauled them back to bed. There was no need to speak again for a blessedly long 
time. 


Spring came suddenly. The snow melted and the sun began rising earlier. Mo Ran was 
restless in his Taxian-Jun form but unwilling to leave his family for a lone outing. He coaxed 
Chu Wanning into taking Chu An out for the first time. 


Chu Wanning did not require much coaxing. He had made blankets enchanted with spells to 
keep Chu An warm and safe. Besides, he was eager to see how their garden had weathered 
the latest snowfall. 


Chu Wanning did not expect that, while he was inspecting a broken branch on a haitang 
sapling, Mo Ran would take to the air with Chu An in his arms. Chu Wanning simply turned 
around to discover that his husband and baby were nowhere in his line of sight. Then he 
heard Chu An cooing....from high, high above Chu Wanning's head. 


Mo Ran was flying above the canopy level and pointing at birds for the bundle of blankets in 
his other arm. Chu Wanning’s heart felt like it had been yanked upward by the veins. 


His immediate reflex was to call Mo Ran down, but he stifled that reflex for fear of startling 
Mo Ran. He was only using one arm to hold their baby! It seemed far too precarious. 


Instead, he called quietly, “Mo Ran.” 


He then held out his hands imploringly. Mo Ran looked down, grinning in his own 
excitement over taking their baby flying. Then he seemed to register the expression on Chu 
Wanning’s face. He descended quickly - too quickly, and yet not quickly enough - and 
handed Chu An to Chu Wanning. 


Chu Wanning exhaled in relief and pulled Chu An close to his body, checking him over and 
tucking the blanket around him. His heart was pounding with the sense of danger even 
though Chu An was here now, and he was holding him, and he was safe. He couldn't help but 
kiss Chu An's forehead in gratitude. 


“Sorry!” Mo Ran said. “I was wrong.” 


Chu Wanning glared at him. Mo Ran hung his head in remorse. After a moment, during 
which his heart slowed and his reason returned, Chu Wanning sighed. 


Now that the fear was gone, he was embarrassed. He knew that there had never been any 
danger. Mo Ran would never let Chu An fall, just like he had never let Chu Wanning fall. 
Chu Wanning had simply over-reacted to the unease of losing sight of them and the surprise 
of finding his baby somewhere he couldn't reach. 


“Mo Ran,” Chu Wanning said, as gently as he could. 


Mo Ran lifted his eyes to meet Chu Wanning's. His expression was crestfallen. Chu Wanning 
felt another pang of regret. 


“Take us both flying,” Chu Wanning said. 

Mo Ran blinked in surprise. Then he smiled, at first in disbelief and then in growing joy. 
“You want This Venerable One to take you and the baby flying?” 

“Yes.” 

Mo Ran put his arms around him. Around him and Chu An. 

“Okay,” he said. “PI keep you safe.” 

“T know.” 


Mo Ran pressed his forehead to his and closed his eyes. Chu Wanning tilted his face up and 
kissed his lips. 


Chapter End Notes 


Final scene inspired by this gif. 


Mo Ran, any time he's put in horny jail before the birth of their third child: "But 
Wanning if I'm in horny jail, how can we have another child?" 


Mo Ran, any time he's put in horny jail after the birth of their third child: "I see. 
Wanning only wanted me for my stud services." 


Also relevant. 


End Notes 
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@SilverStark6. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


